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ACT I. 

SCENE. The BacTc Room of a large Mercer^s Store. — R. an oJgUe 
table., ai which Bamkes is occupied with hooks, — Shelves, with 
bales of goods, r. — Jackson and two or three others engaged in 
a/rranging parcels, r. — Olass doors, C; leading to shop, -— 
Doors, R. and l. 

Banhes, Is that moire antique all right? 
Jackson. Yes — yes — shelf number nine I 

Ban. ^writing). Two hundred pieces moire antique, Lagrange 
Fr^res — good I Those Paisley shawls ? 
Jack. Number eleven. 
Ban, Good I Twenty Paisley shawls {writing), McSillcr & Co. 

Enter Daffodil, o. 

Daffodil, Don't let me interrupt business, gentlemen ; I'm not an 
order, or anything of that kind. 

Jack. Master's gardener, by Jove I 

Ban. (r.). What, Daffodil? How have you left all the beautifUl 
flowers at Byde ? 

Daf. All right -* all a-growing and a-blowing, as itinerant agri- 
culturists used to say. 

Ban. And those particularly blooming flowers of Ryde that so 
often endanger the domestic peace of you and Mrs. D. 

Daf. I don't know what you mean ! Talk to me about dahlias, 
and azaleas, and calceolarias," and I'm au intelligent party ; when 
you g^t allegorical, I'm a block. 

Ban, But you don't call Mrs. D. an allegory I I always thought 
she was one of the sternest realities -<• by the by, how is Mrs. D.? 
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Daf, QiMretty well, pretty well ; but what strange subjects yoa 
choose to iH about when a fellow comes up to London to amuse 
himself for an hour or two. I suppose I may take a seat here. 

Ban* O, make yourself perfectly at home. 

Daf, {sitting mi sofa, l.). Governor's not in, I suppose? 

Ban, No ; biA Mrs. Strombelow is, if you particularly desire to 
see her. 

Daf Not I ; quite the contrary, friend Bankes. In my garden 
at Ryde there is an ingenious figure composed of an old coat and a 
tattered pair of'uhtnentionables, which the vulgar ^all a scarecrow; 
now, wheneve):^ look at that figure, and notice how carefully the 
birds avoid it, I always think of Mrs. Strombelow. ( They laugh. — 
Rises,) If I fix my eyes on the unmentionables, the resemblance 
becomes (nore striking than ever ; for if there is a woman in the 
world expressly formed to wear the — 

Ban, Hush I not so loud. Mrs. Strombelow's ears are as sharp 
as her temper, and she may be down upon us when we least ex- 
pect it. 

Daf Ah! She holds the reins of government here of course? 

Ban. Of course. 

Daf And missus ? 

Ban, She is a puppet whose strings are worked by mamma. 

Daf, And master? 

Ban, O, he is nobody — nothing I 

Daf, As I thought : just the same at London as at Byde. Change 
of air makes no difference. 

Ban, O, the late Mr. Strombelow — that old vricked practitioner 
of the Divorce Court — what does he deserve for leaving a widow so 
profoundly learned about the rights of married women ? 

Daf, O, hang it I Whatever his crime, he has met with his de- 
serts. If he furnished Mrs. S. with weapons, at any rate he was 
killed by them himself. 

Enter Fix, b. door^ in a staie of abstraction. 

Fix, Yes, exactly. My views on the subject of medicine are pre- 
cisely the same as Macbeth's — " Throw physic to the dogs." 
( Walks up and down,) 
Daf, (at ba£k, to Bankbs). Screw loose, eh? (Bankes nods.) 
Fix, ** Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased?" No, if 
thou canst, I'll be — *• Dr. Duffer," say I, ** I'm not well." " What's 
the matter?" says the doctor. '* Zounds, Dr. Duffer," I reply, 
** that's the very thing I want you to tell me ; however, consider 
that I have an infernal headache, pocket your guinea, set me square, 
and ask me no more questions." ** But," quoth Dr. Duffer, *< it 
strikes me you have something on your mind." *' Dr. Duffer," I re- 
tort, *' I have a great — that is to say — a reasonably great respect 
for your medical skill ; but I have no notion of taking you into my 
confidence." So I walk away with my guinea still in my posses- 
sion. Hang Dr. Duffer ! 
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Daf. (doym, l., laughs). Ha, ha, ha! igL 

^ix. £h — ah — what? Daffodil, I wasn't saying nything to 
myself, was I? 

Daf, Not a word. 

Fix. Then you didn*t overhear anything? « 

Daf. No, sir ; very little indeed. I only heard you say, '* Hang 
Dr. Duffbr," — but that's nothing, sir ; everybody says that who has 
anything to do with him. 

IHx. Ha, ha ! very good — very good, indeed. Daffodil, you are 
a wag — ha, ha, ha I (^Laughs meckantcaUy, then suddenly Utwes 
off as if checked by painful recollections.) 

Daf. {aside). Screw very loose indeed. 

- Enter Phobbb, o., eaviitmsly. 

Phoebe (coming vp to Fix, speaks in a very low voice). Cabman, 
with empty Hansom ; miui see you. 

Fix. Very well, very well. Where are the ladies ? 

Phasbe. Up stairs, a-putting on their bonnets, sir. 

Fix. Good, good. Tell the man to come here. (Phobbb nods 
mysteriously, and exit, b.) 

Daf. (aside). Now, what the deuce does all this mean ? 

Re-enter Phosbb, with Cabman, b., who slowly dra/ws a Utter from 
his pocket, and puts it mysteriottsly into the hands of Fix. 

Fix. Half a crown. (Cabman takes it^ lays finger on side of 
nose, and exit, b.) 

Daf. (aside, l.). Well, of all the gprand comic pantomimes — ' 

Fix. (affecting to talk laud, but reaUy suppressing his voice), 
Phoebe I 

Phcebe. Yes, sir. 

Fix. What made yon lower your voice when you announced that 
man. There was nothing remarkable in his coming, was there ? 

Phabe. No, sir, no, of course not ; only when letters arc brought 
so often in empty Hansoms, and not by the post, sir, one might 
fkncy they were the sort of letters you didn't want missus to see — 
no, nor old missus neither. If I have done anything wrong, pray 
excuse me, sir ; it was all intended for your good. 

[Courtesies low, and exit, b. 

Fix. That's barefaced impertinence; but I dare not resent it. 
Daffodil, you didn't remark anything singular in the manner of 
that cabman. 

Daf. I, sir ? Not at all. Cabmen are always like that — silent 
and reserved ; if you only pay them half their fare, they never say 
a word. 

Mrs. Strombelow (urithout, o.). I'll soon let them know! 

Fix. My awful mother-in-law I One moment more, and anni- 
hilation would have been the result — ah, that cursed letter still 
in my hand I (Trying to force it hurriedly into pocket drops it. 
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— D AFPO iJ i ft ' jj i eks it up and hands to him,) What's that — 0, a 
letter! (Darts off ^ r,, pocketing letter, just a^ Mrs. Strombelow 
enters, c.) 

Daf. I don't know what it's all about ; but it strikes me that was 
a close shave. 

Mrs, S, Fine doings, indeed — dawdling, and talking, and laugh- 
ing ! They are short of hands in the shop, and customers are wait- 
ing! 

Ban. Madam, we fly I {^Exeunt Clerks, c 

Daf. {aside). Well, I am an admirer of the fair sex in general; 
but I must say, if there is one I prefer to all others, Mother S. is the 
party. 

Mrs, S. Daffodil, you here? 

Daf, Yes, ma'am, with your good will and pleasure. 

Mrs. S. What in the name of wonder has brought you to Lon- 
don? 

Daf. Partly the boat, and chiefly the train. 

Mrs. S. I regard that answer as impertinent. Of course, I ask 
the motive of your journey. 

Daf. O, I came to get master's permission to buy some seeds — 
seeds for the garden, you know. 

Mrs. S. Again ? Why, you had some last week. 

Daf. True, ma'am ; but those were for stocks ; these are for mign- 
onette. Men of science have discovered that if you want different 
flowers, you must have different kind of seeds. 

Mrs. S. I'm sure I can't make out what you do with them all. 

Daf. At any rate I don^t eat 'em, ma'am. 

Mrs. S. I should not be too sure of that, Daffodil, if I had not 
heard that other objects, unconnected with gardening, caused these 
very frequent visits to the capital. 

Daf. Eh? 

Mrs. S. Objects, I grieve to say, not at all conducive to the 
domestic happiness of Mrs. Daffodil. 

Daf, {aside). Somebody has been saying something. 

Mrs. S. Objects, I grieve to say, not at all compatible with the 
character of a perfect gardener. Recollect that Adam, in the time 
of his innocence was a gardener ; and take Adam's early days for 
your model — 

Daf. Certainly, ma'am. {Aside.) The days when there was no 
Eve! 
. Fix {urithouty r.). Georgiana, dear, I assure you — 

Mrs. F. {without, r.). Mr. Fix, I won't hear another word. 

Mrs. 8. I perceive a slight cloud is passing over my dear chil- 
dren's horizon. 

Enter Mrs. Fix followed hy Tix, R. 

Fix. My dear Georgiana, I simply made a remark, I did not ob- 
ject; I merely observed — 

Mrs. F. 0, I could cry my eyes out. 
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Mrs. S, Georgiana, my child, what is the cause of this extraordi- 
nary emotion ? 

Mrs, F. Mamma! he — he says I spend too — too — too much 
money ! 

Mrs. S. Georgioynai you exaggerate 1 He dare not say anything 
of the kind. 

Fix. Exactly, exactly — there you are quite right. I merely said 
she laid out a great deal of money — not too much — no — no — 
quite the contrary. Ah, Daffodil ! (Seeing him for the first time. 
— Whispers to Mbb. Fix.) Ahem ! Not before the servants ; looks 
bad — drop it. 

Mrs. F. Exactly ; you wish to change the conyersation. But we 
shall see by and by. 

Mrs. S. Yes, indeed, we shall see by and by. 

Daf. (aside). I could fancy myself at home with Mrs. D. 

Fix. Well, what is it. Daffodil? 

Daf. I merely came to say that there is some mignonette seed 
wanted. 

• Fix. Well, buy some, then. Tou needn't have come up all the. 
way to London for such a trifle as that. (Goes to his desk, r.) 

Mrs. S' Increasing the expense of that very costly country house 
by the addition of a railway journey. 

Mrs. F. O, don't talk about that, mamma. Where his own pleas- 
ures are concerned, Camaby is most liberal. 

Fix. Well, then, as it don't seem to be altogether agreeable, we'll 
dispense with the mignonette. After all, what is mignonette ? — a 
poor little shabby flower at the best of times. 

Daf. Very well, sir ; it was missus's choice, not mine. 

Mr^. F* O, my inclinations are of no consequence whatever. 

Mrs. S. So it seems, my poor child. O, these husbands — what 
creatures they are I 

Daf Then, sir, there is to be no mignonette ? 
« Fix. Well, I don't know ; as your mistress seems all of a sudden 
to like mignonette, we'll have mignonette after all. 

Mrs. S. Certainly — that country house is a most costly estab- 
lishment. 

Daf. (going, c). O, these mothers-in-law! what loves they are. 

lExit, c. 

Mrs. S. Well, now that disgusting person is gone, I trust I shall 
have a satisfactory explanation of the little difference that seems to 
have distarbed the peace of the domestic hearth. I like to have 
everything straightforward. 

Fix, Another time, another time — I want to check Dibb's in- 
voice. 

Mr^. S. Mr. Fix, Dibb's invoice can wait where my child's happi- 
ness is concerned. I demand an explanation at once. Tell me 
what has actually occurred. 

Fix. O, the merest trifle. 

Mrs. F. Trifle ! trifle I Tou will scarcely believe lue, mamma. 
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when I tell vou that he grumbled about a IxNinet that I had ordered 
of Mrs. Moafsh. 

Mrs, S. I can scarcely believe you, indeed. Can this be true, 
Mr. Fix ? 

Fix, Well, I think I did hasard the remark that Georgiana had 
already had eight bonnets within something like two months. 

Mrs. F, There, mamma, you hear him. He don't deny it. 

Mrs, 8, Mr. Fix, words cannot express my astonishment — yet 
why should I be surprised ? Bitter experience has taught me that 
these lords of the creation always expect us poor weak women lo 
bow our heads before them. 

Fix. My dear madam, allow me to remark that the question is not 
about heads but bonnets. 

Mrs. 8. I am shocked by the frivolity of the observation. As I 
said before, bitter experience has made me acquainted with the tyr- 
anny of the male sex. Ah, I had a melancholy life with the late Mr. 
Strombelow. 

Fix (aside). Now we are on a fruitful topic. 

Mrs, 8, He had many faults — great faults had Strombelow — but 
I must so far do justice to his memory, as to assert that he never re- 
fused me a bonnet. 

Fix, No more do I refuse a bonnet. By Jove ! I — 

Mrs, 8, Don't be profane, Mr. Fix. Keep your temper, and let 
us calmly reason. Does any one lead a simpler life than ours? No I 
Are we luxurious, ostentatious, frivolous, expensive? No! If 
Georgyana wishes remotely to follow the fashion, it is only that she 
may do credit to you. 

Fix (^softened). Yes, yes, I believe you are right there — poor lit- 
tle thing ! (^Aside,) I begin to feel that I'm a horrid brute ! 

Mrs, F, And yet he grudges me my bonnet — ungrateful man ! . 
I'm sure I never grudged him his eight waistcoats — eight, mamma, 
eight! 

Mrs. 8. Eight waistcoats ? — amaeing I What can a man possi- 
bly want with eight waistcoats, unless it be for some hidden pur- 
pose. 

Mrs^ F, Nay, mamma, mammal 

Mrs, 8. Eight waistcoats I — of different patterns, of course ! 

Mrs, F, Pray don't go on like that, mamma I 

Mrs, 8, Intended, no doubt, to appeal to eight distinct and sepa- 
rate tastes. 

Fix, Now, Mrs. Strombelow, I'm a patient man, and can bear a 
g^od deal ; but by this way of going on, Mrs. Strombelow, you com- 
pel me to say, Mrs. Strombelow, that mothers-in-law have only 
themselves to blame if one fine evening — {Aside,) O, the devil! 

Mrs. 8. Well, Mr. Fix, why this sudden interruption to that 
splendid burst of eloquence? Pray proceed. Have you lost the 
thread of your discourse? Then take it from me. Mothers-in-law 
have only themselves to blame if, one fine evening — proceed ; if 
what, one fine evening? 

Fix, O, nothing particular I — if one fine evening or other — or 
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other "^ a husband chances to lose his temper. However, in this 
particular instance, I was wrong, I admit — very wrong, indeed. 
Georgyana, my darling, this five pound note will settle all about the 
bonnet ; and you see for the last week or so I have not been quite 
myself — so, all things considered, you'll forgave me ! 

Mrs. F. Shall I forgive him? I think I must, mamma. {Crosses 
to Mrs. Strohbblow.) 

Mrs, 8. You are too good for this wicked world I (^Aside,) Take 
the money. 

Mrs. F. (takes note). But you'll promise never to do it again? 

Fix. Never while I breathe. (Mrs. Fix puts money in bureau, 
"L., then resumes her seat on sofa, l.) And as a pledge of good be- 
havior, 1*11 make a present of my waistcoats to you, Mrs. Strombe- 
low. If that won't suffice. Til add a pair of ^— 

Mrs. S. Mr. Fix, do not let undeserved felicity render you need- 
lessly coarse. (Sits by Mrs. Fix.) 

Fix (r. 0.). So, a general peace is concluded — 

Enter Phosbb, r., very cautiously, 

Phcsbe. Sir — sir 1 

Fix (aside). Another Hansom ? 

Phoebe, Some one wishes to see you. 

Fix. The old story — give him a shilling, and tell him to go to 
the devil. 

Fhcebe. O, that won't do at all, sir. He says he's an old Mend of 
yours. 

Fix (reviving). Ha, ha I an old friend of mine — that's very good. 
My dear, here's an old friend of mine come to see me. 

Mrs. S. I suppose the gentleman has a name ! 

Fix (in exaggerated spirits). Name — of course he has 1 That's 
so like you, Mrs. Strombelow — you can say such smart things when 
you please. 

Mrs. 8. But we have not heard the name yet. 

Phabe. O, please, mum, his name is — Ha, ha, ha I 

Mrs. 8. Young woman, this absurd ebullition of mirth is exceed- 
ingly unbecoming. 

Phcebe. I beg pardon, ma'am, but I couldn't help it ; his name is 
so funny. He calls himself Mr. Timothy Tackleback. 

Fix. Tim Tackleback, of course. 

Mrs. 8. Humph ! the name is extraordinary, I must allow, and, I 
may add, not very promising. 

ifrs. F. I don't think you ever mentioned this Mr. Tittlebat to 
us. 

FHx. Very likely not ; he was an old chum of my bachelor days. 

Mrs. 8. Ah, I know to my cost what sort of associates those are. 
The late Mr. Strombelow's early connections were very loose ; but 
I am proud to say that I made him break them all off before we had 
been married a fortnight. Of what profession is your friend? 

Fix, Upon my word, madam, I can't say. Many persons of in- 
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quiring mind have endeavored to find out, but, &9 far as I can leam, 
none of them have been successful. Phoebe, tell Mr. Tackleback 
to tuke a chair, and I'll be with him directly. 

Mrs, 8. Phcebe, you will do nothing of the kind. Tou will desire 
Mr. Stickleback to come here. lUxii Ph<bbb, k. 

Fix. Well, of course, it is all the same to me, but — 

Mn. S, We should like to make the acquaintance of your friend. 

Mrt. F* Perhaps, mamma, the gentlemen have some secret to 
diKcuns. 

PHx, Sitcret? Now, my dear child, don't give way to such ab- 
surd Nuspicions. When I met Tim the other day, I had not seen 
him for tlireu years at the very least. 

Tackleback {without ^ r.). Don't bother yourself about me, young 
woman ; I'll follow my nose, then I shall be sure to go straight 

Enter Taoklbbaok, b., in an extravagantly fast dress. 

Ah, there he is — the dear old boy ! Slap, bang ! here we are again I 
How do you find yourself, you old sinner? 

Mrs. S. {whispers to Mrs. Fix). The dress is in the worst possi- 
ble tnHtu ! 

Mrs. F. Mamma, I hate the look of him. (Whispers.) 

Tac. Come, I say, look sharp ! Introduce me ! 

Fix. To be sure! {Introducing Tackleback.) Mr. Tackle- 
back, a most esteemed and valued friend. 

Tac. Come, come, draw it mild. 

Fix. Mrs. Fix — 

Tac. {half aside). A stunner, and no mistake. I always said it, 
if evt>r anyi)()dy had a talent for finding out a pretty woman, Car- 
nal)y Fix is the man. 

Mrs. 8. Georgyanal 

Mrs. F. Mamma! 

FiM (presenting Mrs. Strombelow). This is my excellent 
mother-in-lnw, Mrs. Strombelow. {She courtesies very formally.) 

Tac. {aside). Ah ! interesting specimen of the strong minded fe- 
male. By the by, some one told me you had a country-house some- 
where. 

Fix. Yes.; we generally g^ there at the end of the week. 

Tac. That's jolly! I'll come and spend a long day with you. 
You have a billiard room, of course? 

Mrs. 8. No, sir.; our time is too seriously occupied to admit of 
such recreations. 

Tac. Tiiat's a pity; but nevermind! I'll bring down a box of 
the choicest weeds you ever tasted in your life, and a fellow can 
get through anything with a box of weeds. 

Mrs. 8. Weeds ? My dear, the fellow must be a gardener. 

Tac. Ah, and then there's a new drink I'll make for you — the 
latest thing from New York — they call it ** greased lightning." To 
a quartern of Cognac add ditto of Jamaica rum, ditto of Scotch 
whiskey, ditto of Schiedam; pour apon the mixture an imperial 
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quart of stout, and an imperial pint of bitter beer, togetber with a 
bottle of champagne. To this add the yolk of six new Ifiid eggs and 
four roasted apples. Shake lustily, and cool with Wenham Lake 
ice. Makes jour head ache a little the next morning, but you 
mnsn't mind that. 

Fix, No, no, of course not. The beyerage is delicious^ I have no 
doubt. 

Toe, Tip-top, first rate t You know I give my mind to this sort 
of thing ; I've nothing else to do. 

Mrs. S. Nothing else to do? Of course you are a single man. 

Tac, Well, on that point I may say that I am rather single, and 
rather married. (Fix nudges him. — Tacklebaok gets chair and 
sits, c. — Mrs. Fix and Mrs. Strombelow on couch, l.) 

Mrs, S, 1 see you speak in jest; but allow me to remark, sir, 
that matrimony is a very serious subject. 

Ta^:, O, I grant you, confoundedly serious ; I never spoke more 
seriously in the course of my life. 

Mrs. S, Then perhaps, sir, you will speak in plainer language; 
I flatter myself, sir, that I know all that belongs to the English 
matrimonial laws, including the Scotch branch, which is intricate, 
better than any woman in the United Kingdom ; nevertheless, that 
combination of words -^ rather single and rather married — ■ conveys 
to me no signification whatever. 

Tad Well, you see how it was. I i^ot marrfed one fine day — 
properly, regularly married, license, parson, ring, fee, certificate, 
even the luxury of bells. Well, the honeymoon was jolly enough, 
particularly at the beginning ; but it began to fall off .at the end. 
Well, as time progressed, I and my wife discovered that our tastes 
did not agree — that it was a decided case of incom -r- incom ^- 

Mrs. S, Income — I see ! Your revenues did not correspond to 
your wife's expectations. Unfortunately, the law gives no aid to us 
poor women under circumstances of that disgusting kind. 

Tac. No, no, J don't mean anything about money : I mean we did 
not agree; it was a c&ae of incom -r- incom — 

Mrs. S, Ah I incompatibility. 

TsLC, That's it — here we are again ! It's a hard word, and I don't 
shine in hard words ; but that's it — incompatibility. 

Mrs. S. Under these distressing circumstances, the question is 
how far the incompatibility extended? 

Tac. O, tolerably far. We did not agree on any one single point. 
She was fond of what is called ** society." Now I detest society, it's 
so precious slow ; I'm a mixture of the jolly dog and the hermit, 
witli a dash of the Bohemian I 

Mrs. 8. (whispers Mrs. Stbombblo>w). Manuna, I don't half un- 
derstand him. 

Mrs, S. Georgyana, may you always preserve your innocence. 

Ta4!. Then she objected to smoking, and I rarely took a cigar out 
of my mouth, except to change it for a meerschaum. Then I thought 
a latch-key a fine institution, and she didn't. Well, all this led to a 
world of nagging discussion — sometimes we had words, and some- 
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times we went to the other extreme, and did not speak to each other 
for three days together. Now this sort of thing couldn't go on for- 
ever. 

Mrs, S, I should think not, Indeed. 

Tac, So, one morning at breakfast, after we had quarrelled some- 
what violently on the subject of boiled eggs — just fancy, boiled 
eggs I — well, after this egg difficulty I determined to throw off the 
matrimonial yoke. I suddenly said, ** Mrs. Timothy Tackleback, 
we don't promote each other's happiness." " Decidedly not," said 
she. It was the first time for weeks we had heartily agreed on any 
one point. " Then," said I, ** suppose I allow you three hundred 
pounds a year, and take myself off." '* Make it guineas," said she. 
** Done," said I. ** Agreed," says she. Egad, ma'am, we were both 
so delighted that we actually kissed each other — a thing we had not 
done for months. 

Mrs. F, O, mammal 

Mrs, S. Georgyana, control your feelings. 

Tac. Well, to cut a long story short, the bargain was fairly car- 
ried out, and now you understand my position. 

Mrs. 8. O, perfectly. You and your wife were parted, not by the 
decree of a tribunal, but simply by a deed of separation. 

Tac. No, no, ma'am, nothing of the kind — there was no deed — 
why should we fool away our money on stamps and lawyers ? 

Mrs, S. Shameful fraud on the legal profession and the revenue. 

Tac. No, ma'am; I simply keep away, and call on her every 
quarter with the quarter's allowance, seventy-five guineas — or, as 
you would have it on paper, seventy-eight pounds fifteen shillings. 
Now you see it all. (Goe« up with chair, and down, r.) 

Mrs, S, I do, indeed. (Rises and crosses to Fix.) And I also see 
that this is a strange companion for you, Mr. Fix. 

Fix. (r. c aside), Tackleback is a failure. Why need he be so 
cursedly autobiog^raphical. 

Tac. (r.). And now, old boy, since we have met at last after this 
long absence, suppose we dine together. The ladies will allow you 
to be a bachelor for once — let's see, where shall it be. Ah, it's 
charming weather — suppose we dine at Cremorne, and make a long 
evening of it. 

Mrs. F, (l.). Mamma, what is Cremorne? 

Mrs. S. (l. c). a place celebrated for balloons. Mr. Stackle- 
back, my son-in-law, Mr. Fix, is at present .engaged in taking 
stock. 

Fix. Yes, yes, stock ; business, you know, business. 

Tac. Well ; but we need not start till seven. 

Mrs, S. You have your answer, sir. 

Tac, And just once and away — 

Mrs. S, Sir ; you have your answer. 

Tac, O, the devil I {Retires up to hack, and gets down, l.) 

Mrs, S, Mr. Fix, Georgyana and I are going to call upon the 
Biddleburys. We shall be back in half an hour. ( Whispers,) And 
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when we' return, I trust we shall find that revolting person gone. 
Vou understand. [^Exitf r., with Mrs. Fix. 

Tac, {sits on sofa^ t.»)* l^oor) dear old boy I Unhappy victim I 
Noble ruin t Inlniortal Csssar turned to clay, without the consola- 
tion of being dead* 

/V> {seated, o*)« What A silly fellow you are, Tim. I'm con- 
tented, nay, happy — perfectly happy. 

Ta4f, Blissful, my boy, blissful *- that's the word. Tou look it. 

Fi^, What could I desire more ? I adore my wife I 

Tac» Exactly ) and your mother 'in -law you idolise* O, the whole 
thing is perfect I 

Fix. Well, perhaps Mrs. Strombelow k near us a little too often 
— but that arises from her extreme affection, you know. 

Tac. Of course, of course — that makes her perpetual presence 
altogether charping. {Rises,) Now, my dear old boy, don*t try to 
impose on me, for it won't do. It's only when I look upon a poor 
fettered wretch like you, that I thoroughly appreciate my own abso- 
lute liberty. Ah, adiew adventure every day I What do you chink 
of that ? Don't that make your mouth water, you old reprobate ? 

Fix. Fie, fie! for shame, Timothy! What stuff you talk. Who 
would think of comparing the reckless folly of your disorderly life, 
with the calm enjoyment of iny tranquil existence? {Rises and 
puts back chair,) 

Miter Phcbbb, r. 

Phasbe. Cabman, with empty Hansom. Ha, ha, ha! 
Fix. That makes ten. Well, what are you giggling for? 
Phoebe. Please, sir, the ladies are out, so it does not matter. 
Fix {a^ide). Impudent hussy I Show him in. {FmcaBE makes a 
sign.) 

Enter Cabmak. — Takes letter out of his pocket, which he gives to 

Fix. 

Haifa crown? {Gives it, — Cabman puis finger against nose, and 
exit, cautiously, followed by Phcebb, tittering,) There will be an 
explosion some day. {Puts letter in his pocket and sits, r. c, wip- 
ing his forehead,) 

Tac, Holloah I here is another change. Something in the sensa- 
tional way. Mysterious cabman ! giggling Abigail ! secret letter, 
and intense perspiration ! It strikes me, my son, that your life is 
not quite so free from adventure as I imagined. 

Fix. Tackleback {gets up, and looks cautiously round), you are 
an old friend — {Shakes his hand.) A loose fish, but a good fel- 
low. Tackleback, you don*t know the burden upon my mind. 

Tac. No, I don't know what it is, but I'd swear it is a whopper. 

Fix. Right, my friend, it is a whop — it is heavy indeed. You 
have seen so much that I may as well tell you all ; and mind, what 
I tell you you will bury in the deepest recesses of your heart. You 
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will promise not even to dream about it, lest by chance you should 
talk of it in your sleep* 

Tae, Mute as a mackerel, old boy. But pray g^ on — this sort 
of thing makes me infernally curious. (^Brings down chairs and 
sits, L.) 

Fix, Well, not long ag^, I dropped in at Euhn*8 — you know 
Kuhn*s, the German restaurant, in the turning out of Regent Street? 

Tac. I know — here we are again — with the name in crystal. 

Fix. I dropped in to take a cup of chocolate and turn over the 
papers. At the table next to mine, a little table of marble — mind, 
Timothy, if you betray me your life is not worth sixpence I 

Tac, AH right ; go on. At this little table there was a lady. 

Fiz, There was, — but who told you that? 

Tae, Nobody. I guess ijb by a sort of instinct. 

Fix. This lady was daintily eating a Neapolitan ice — you know 
what a Neapolitan ice is — a geological looking sort oT thing. 

Ta4;. I know, I know ; I've eat them by scores. 

IHx, Well, Tim, she took this delicacy in th^ smallest possible 
morsels ; and when I saw that small hand raising that small spoon 
to that small mouth, I wished I could become a spoon myself! 

Tac, Egad, your wish seems to have been granted. 

Fix. The delicacy consumed, her slender hand dived into the 
most tasteful reticule, and extracted therefrom a purse — but such a 
purse ! — so small that Oberon might have given it as a present to 
Titania. 

Tac. Some people prefer large purses ; but go on. 

Fix. Having opened the purse, she muttered, in a sort of faint 
shriek, the words, ** Good gracious I " The purse was empty I 

Tac. Ah ! then it was large enough for its purpose after all. 

Fix. Under these painful circumstances, she could not discharge 
the trifling liability which she had incurred. I arose timidly — I 
felt I could not act otherwise. ** Madam, I am a stranger," I said, 
'^ but I trust I do not take an unbecoming liberty in relieving yon 
from your present slight embarrassment — allow me to pay etghteen- 
pence." " Sir," said she, ** I appreciate the nobility of your con- 
duct!" 

Tac. Nobility of conduct! O, come, that was worth eighteen- 
pence. 

Fix. '* But," she proceeded, '* I cannot consent to remain your 
debtor. Call at this address," here she gave me a card, ** and my 
servant will repay you." With those words she vanished. Tim, 
the state of mind in which I was left is not to be described. 

Tac. Quite unnecessary — here we are again ! 

Fix. It seemed as though a new life dawned upon me — that I 
was in a new world, not inhabited by Mrs. Strombelow. Was I 
plunged into grief — was I maddened with joy ? I didn't know — I 
don't know now. 

Tcu;. Poor, dear old boy 1 I suppose you called at the address. 

Fix. Not immediately, Tim. 

Tac. No? 
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Fix. No; T must do myself the justice to say not immediately. I 
saw tiiat whatever was the feeling within me, it was something that 
ought to be conquered. 

Tac. And you had the fear of Mrs. Strombelow before your 
eyes. 

Fix. The lovely image gradually faded from my mind, and the 
bewitching eyes no longer peered at me from the corners of my 
shelves, the depths of my pigeon holes, the leaves of my ledger. I 
was again a happy man — that is to say, as happy as usual. When 
one afternoon my wife and her mother went to our country house, 
leaving me alone here, I felt lonely, I felt wronged, I felt vindictive. 
I walked up and down, twiddling my left hand in my waistcoat 
pocket — it*s sometimes a habit of mine when I'm vexed — my fore- 
finger touched something hard — 

Tac, Ah ! that wasn't your heart. 

Fist It was the card given me by Euhn*s enchanting customer. 
Yes, there was the address — again the lovely image stood before 
me. You won't believe me when I tell you some demon urged me 
to call on the fair unknown at once. 

Tac. O, yes, I will. A similar demon would have urged me in 
precisely the same manner. 

Fist. Whether I walked, rode, or flew to the address I do not 
know. When I reached the house a Hansom cab was at the door, 
and she was descending the steps. She recognized me at a glance. 
** I'm going for a ride," she said. '* You can go with me if yoa 
please." 

Ta4i, And you did please? 

Fix. I did, although I shuddered at the danger. . I need not tell 
you how many people know me in London. I need not remind you 
how likely those people are to be out on a fine afternoon. I need 
not inform you that a Hansom is the most conspicuous place in the 
world — a sort of movable pillory. Tim, that afternoon there were 
millions of cabs darting about in a thousand different directions. 

ToAS. Your figures are rather large. 

Fix. By degrees the terror became a sort of pleasurable excite- 
ment. At last we left the park by the Kensington Koad, and some 
demon inspired me to say, ** Would you like to go to Cremorne?" 

Tac. Ah, that demon was a near relative of the other. 

Fix. She gently replied, ** I don't mind if I do." Well, we en- 
tered the palace of dainty delights. Twilight had set in ; the lamps 
were faintly twinkling^round the monster platform, which was now 
but scantily occupied ; the silence was only interrupted by the roll- 
ing of the balls in the American bowling saloon, which was like the 
murmur of the distant sea. At last, as if moved by a sudden inspi- 
ration, she exclaimed, ** I have not dined to-day." 

Tac. Let us trust that a hint so delicate was taken. 

Fix. Of course it was. We dined on the first floor of the hot^l, 
in a little room commanding a view of the orchestra. And here, 
dear Timothy, my memory grows dull. I have a notion of bottled 
beer and sparkling Moselle, that did not well harmonize with each 



''other; nf iniisiR flouting in the airi of daoting forniB 'that fl 
about through a, sort of gtUtening ahyta ; of a figure opposite to nam 
thnt waj more fnecinating than them all — of a bill that amounted to 
£2 S9. Dd. Well, &11 these objects blend into one anothur till tll^ 
becoiue a perfect blink. I just recollect u,aatbi!r whirl iu a tlairBOlD 
— 1 rccollpct leaving her at her own door — I recollect reaehin([ my 
own, But eierylbiDg elie is a mental void. Did 70U ever feel like 
that? 

Tac. O, frequently. It is a very common effect of that greased 
tightning t promieed to mako for jou. 

Fin, Ah, I woke the next morning, and tried to hope it wa» all 
a dream. 

Ztac. Wby, I thoaghtyou were in loye with the fair incognita 1 

Fix. Timothy, if there 11 a being on the tnce o( the eHrl)i that I 
thoroughly and utterly abhor, it is iJiat dreodrul woman I The feel- 
ing thnt 1 entertained for her at firfrc was a passing fascination, a 
transii^t inndneBB, wliiub ie now entinguished, obliterated, snulTed 
out, leaving me to detest her as the destroyer of my happineaSi M 
the mnrdereeB of my pt>ace of mind. 

Tac. Love and hatred, both in tl 
naby, what a tragic character you an 
the alfiiir, drop it like a hot potato. 

Fix. My dear friend, this is not a case of lint potatoes. Ask the 
wretch to whose BuQeiing fieth boiling pitch adheres, t« drop that. 
She won't be dropped. I had hardly risen llie next morning, when 
a letter was brought me by a Hansom cabman, instructed to deliver 
it into my own hands. That has been followed by anollier, and 
another, nn<) another. 



Tae. Her 



e are again. 

Fix. Timothy, I have a 1 
ler-writer, edited by a mar 

Tac. Maniac 1 

Ft*. Yee, yes, maniac I 
loose. Look here, hei 



1 lection that 



to a complete let- 



e is Bedlam broke loose — extremely 
of the precious docaments. ^Taiet 
letCtr.) " Though the atars are silent witnesses, remorse hat a 
voice, and retribution will shout aloud. Yours, Elghteenpence." 
Tac. What does she mean by eighteenpence ? 
Fi». O, they are all signed like that. The eigbteenpence refen 
to her liuhility on account of the ice. 

Tac. 1 see. She doesn't sign two pounds five and ninepence, in 
reference lo tlie dinner. There's method in the madness after all. 

FtK. Well, these horrid letters come every day, every hour, and 
they are always brought by Hansom cabmen — eigtitecnpence, eigb- 
leenpence, eighleenpencel 

£nter Msa. Strombelow, b., foUatati ty Mse. "Sis. and fucEBa. 
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FUt, The Hansom? 

Mrs, 8. Certainly not. My child and I do not trayel in fiLansoms. 
I mean a four-wheeled cab that has brought us from the Biddie- 
bury's. 

Fix. Of course you do. What else could you mean? — ha, ha, 
ha I {Forad violent laugh.) Here it is. 

Mrs. S. (takes it and gives it to Phcbbb.) Discharge the trifling 
liability. 

Fhabe (aside to Fix). It was not a Hansom this time, sir. \_Exit, b. 

Mrs. F. (whispering to Mbs. Stbombblow). Mamma, that hor- 
rid man is here still. 

Mrs. 8. So 1 see. Well, Mr. Fix, how do you get on with the 
stock? 

Fix. By dint of*hard work, I*m getting on pretty well. 

Mrs. 8. Well, you will have all the eyening to do it in. We are 
going to drink tea at the Troppletbwaite's. You need not call for 
us till ten. 

Too. Well, I think I may as well make myself scarce. Good by» 
ladies. (^T hey courtesy formally.) Ta, ta, old fellow f I'll pop 
down upon you some day at Ryde, and then you shall tell me — 
( Whispers to him.) Never fear — mute as a macktrel. [^Exit, c. 

Mrs. F. (whispers to Mbs. Stbombblow). Mamma, what does 
he mean by tliose strange signs and whispers ? 

Mrs. 8. My child, how is it possible for me to surmise what such 
a person means ? Mr. Fix, it is my express desire that you will re- 
ceive that person neither her^ nor at Kyd^. 

Fix. But — 

Mrs. F. O, Carnaby, think — a man who is rather married and 
rather single ! 

Mrs. S. A most revolting position! Come, Georgyana, child, 
dinner must be ready. We shall have nd more of Mr. Tittlebat* 

[Extuni, L. 

Fix (sitting, c). Dinner — what's dinner to a man wiui no appe- 
tite. Let's see what.the last bulletin says — 

Enter Sibtlla, c, thickly veiled* 

(^Reads.) ** I dined with you at Cremorne. This evening you will 
take an early supper with me at my own residence, at nine o'clock.'* 
No! If I do I'll be — 

Sibylla. You will come. 

Fix. Sibylla ! you here I 

Sib. This evening, at nine, number thirteen and a half Snare 
Street, Pimlico. 

Fix. With what dreadful perspicuity she speaks ! 

Sib. You'll come — and that there may be no mistakes, the 
hour — 
. Fix. Nine, sharp! . 

Sib. The street — 

Fix. Snare I 

2 
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Sib. The number — 

Mm. Thirteen-and-a-half. 

Sib. Enough, enough, enough ! [^Exit hcuiily^ c. 

Fix. O, misery 1 {Sinks in chadr, from which he half rises dur- 
ing the foregoing,) 

Mrs. S. {putting head through door, l.). Mr. Fix, are you com- 
ing to dinner. 

BKO OF THB IinST ACT. 



ACT II. i 

SCENE. An elegantly furnished room. — In o.flat, a door leading 
to ante-chamber. — Doors on each side. 

Enter Fatima, l. v. b. 

Fatima {talking to some one within). Yes, ma'am ; yes, it shall 
be. attended to at once. {Com^s forward.) I wish people would 
know their own minds. It's eight o'clock, and I must find a supper 
by nine. {A tap at door, r.) Who can that be? Come in ! 

Enter Daitodil, c, with wet umbrella. 

Daf. O, Miss Fatima, I thought I would just speak a word with 
you before I went back. We parted rather in anger, you know. 

Fa. And I am very glad to see Mr. Daffodil. {Aside.) He'll 
save my legs at any rate. 

Daf. You are really glad to see me, are you, Miss Fatima? 
Well, that pays for one's walk any how ! In the country there is 
nothing but hard work. Here there is nothing but repose. {Sits 
luxuriously.) 

Fa. {aside). Don't be too sure of that. 

Daf. Here, I always feel quite at home. I say, Fatima, are yon 
alone this evening? 

Fa. O, dear, no; my missus is in her room there {pointing h, v. 
B.), meditating. 

Daf. Ah, she might overhear us. 

Fa, Bless you, no. When she meditates she is quite out of the 
world like ; to use her own words,, she is in another sphere of being. 

Daf. You don't say so. She must be rather an odd woman — 
your missus. 

Fa. Extremely odd 1 She writes poetry. 

Daf. Ha! 
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Fa, And she patronizes homoeopathic doctors. 

Daf, Hal 

Fa, And she goes to spirit meetings on purpose to chat with all 
her dead uncles and lAnts. 

Daf. Ha! / 

Fa, And she says she never eats a morsel. And she is never in 
the same mind for two minutes together. 

Daf, Any thing wrong here ? (^Taps forehead,) 

Fa. I don't know. I have my notions. 

Daf Poor thing I I say, Miss Fatima, there's no nonsense. 
(Lowers tone,) 

Fa, What dy*e mean? 

Daf. There's no mysterious friend — people don't talk — there's 
no scandal ? 

Fa. Mr. Daffodil, if there were any scandal do you suppose I 
should remain here ? 

Daf, That argument is, of course, conclusive. I hope I have not 
offended you. 

Fa. My dear Mr. Daffodil — (Laying hand on shoulder.) But, 
goodness gracious, how damp you are I 

Daf, No wonder, Miss Fatima, when it rains cats and dogs like 
it does now. 

Fa, Does it really rain? 

Daf. I believe you. (Chives umbrella a shake. — She cheeks 
him.) 

Fa. How provoking ! And I must go out. 

Daf, Is there anything I can do for you ? 

Fa. Well, I am sorry to trouble you, but there is. Just get these 
things at Verey's. (Gives list.) 

Daf. The other end of Regent Street? 

Fa. Precisely. How well you know London. 

Daf. And this is the further end of Pimlico. 

Fa. Exactly; you are quite a geographer. Tou'U be back by 
nine o'clock. 

Daf. But the — the — the — 

Fa, The what? 

Daf. Why, these things cost money, you know. 

Fa,' O, you need not pay ; missus has an account there. If they 
have any doubt you'll show her handwriting. 

Daf. But it's rather far to walk. 

Fa. You'll get a cab in ten minutes. 

Daf, How the rain does rattle against the window, to be sure ! 
Still ten minutes won't do very much harm when one is drenched to 
the skin already. By the by, the cab will cost — 

Fa. Perhaps you havp a little silver in your pocket? 

Daf. Yes. (Feels.) Here's a matter of five shillings or so. 

Fa, That will do famously — there, run along. (A tremendous 
noise of rain heard against the window.), 

Daf. Well, when we hermits of^ the country come to town, we do 
enjoy ourselves at any rate. [Exit, c. 
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Enter Sibtlla, door l. u. b., fust in time to see Datfodil. 

Sib, Fatima! # 

Fa. 0,*dear — yes, ma'am. 

Sib. A man has just left this room — is it not so ? 

Fa. Yes, ma'am, I believe it is ; but you take one so by surprise^ 
that one don't know what anything is rightly. You never said, 
ma'am, that you allowed no followers. 

Sib. No, I believe I did not. I respected the weakness of others, 
though living in a world that shows scant compassion for my own. 

Fa. I never knew that you had any weakness, ma'am. 

Sib. Hush, hush I Fatima, don't graze on that wound of the 
heart — don't, Fatima. Fatjina! ^Suddenly laughs.) What an 
odd name yours is, to be sure I You don't come from the East? 

Fa. Yes, please, ma'am ; I was born at Whitechapel. 

Sib. Indeed I Ah, that is not sufficiently near the rising sun to 
justify the name. 

Fa. Well, I believe, ma'am, a few months before I was born, 
mother wanted to see a play called Bluebeard. 

Sib. I understand ; she saw it ; it made an impression on her. 
Ah, there is* an age when we batten on illusions. 

Fa. On the contrary, ma'am, she didn't see it, and that made a 
greater impression still — the name stuck to me like. Please, 
ma'am, Fatima was Bluebeard's wife. 

Sib. Ah, in this world there are many Bluebeards, and many 
Fatimas ; but about that man who just left the room. 

Fa. O, ma^am, don't be afraid of him : his intentions are hon- 
orable. 

Sib. Honorable ! How I doat on that expression. A man seeks 
to deprive you of your liberty ; to load you with legal shackles ; to 
be the absolute lord of yourself and your property ; and when he 
plans all these atrocities you say his intentions are honorable I 
Ha, ha,' ha ! Ah, matrimony is a lottery in which there are count- 
less blanks to one miserable prize. 

Fa. Very likely, ma'am; still I am determined to try my luck, 
and, as I have nothing to lose, I shan't run any great risk. 

Sib. May you be happy at all events. Take the good wishes of 
a wretched creature. They may not be worth much, but such as 
they are, they are yours. I don't know what is the mutter with me 
to-day, I feel nervous — irritable "i^ flighty. I wish I had a large 
china vase, I'd smash it, and grind the fragments to powder. 

Fa. I can bring you a breakfast cup, ma'am, if that will be of any 
use. (A double knock.) Why, there's a double knock, ma'am ; you 
didn't expect any one ? 

Sib. I did. Admit the visitor. IFxit Fatima, c. 

My poor dupe, of course, Mr. Camaby Fix, my wicked husband's 
bosom friend, the aider and abettor of wickedness, with whom be 
boasts he shall always find a refuge. Take care, Mr. Fix ; this is 
the first of July, and the gentlemen may meet under circumstances 
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they little expected. If Timothy grows jealous of Carnaby, jealousy 
may prove a restorer of love. 

Ee-enier Fatima, followed by Fix, o., with vmbrtUa, 

Fa, Mr. Eighteenpence I 

Sib. Admit him — ah, he is here already. Leave us I 

[Exit Fatima, r. — Sibylla sits down. 

Fix, (looking very sad, but affecting extreme gallantry) . Madam, 
I need not tell you how delighted I am — how I bless the chance. 

Sib. (aside). The wretch is a married man, too. (Aloud,) Sit 
down — there I (Points to a/rm'cha/ir at some distance.) 

Fix. But — 

Sib, Ah I I did not observe that you had an umbrella. 

Fix. I assure you, madam, the rain — 

Sib, Exactly ! put your umbrella there — in the comer. (He does 
so.) Good ! Your hat — let me see ; where shall we say ? — on that 
small table where the flowers are. (£fe does so.) And now sit 
down. (He sits in a,rm-chair,) Not so far; surely I do not frighten 
you. (He takes a small chair and places it near,) Good ! Now I 
am about to talk to you very seriously — don*t smile ; under the cir- 
cumstances, it is absurd ; and what a fidgety way you have — you 
keep my nerves in such a work. I "wish you would sit a little far- 
ther oflf. . 

Fix, Madam, your commands are law. (Returns to arm-chair.) 

Sib, I wish you to tell me, sir, what you think of me? 

Fix. Why, madam, I — I don*t exactly — 

Sib, Surely I am not obscure. I ask you what is your opinion 
of me? 

Fix, Well, madam, you see — the facts upon which I might found 
a decision are scanty. Our* acquaintance began at Kuhn*s coflfee- 
room, was continued in a Hansom cab, and was slightly matured at 
Cremome, and though I have been honored with many epistles from 
your hand, they contain the least possible amount of information. 

Sib, Tour answer is discreet. There is a secret in the depths of 
my heart; tliere is a wound that rankles, but it shall remain unre- 
vealed. , Let us talk of something else. Have you seen the Chinese 
giant ? 

Fix, O, yes, yes; extremely droll. (Aside.) The thread of her 
discourse is rather hard to seize. 

Sib, I did not know he was particularly humorous. 

Fix, Did I say he was ? O, yes, certainly. His description of 
Mrs. Brown at the play would make you burst — split your sides. 

Sib, Hold! hold! BurstI split 1 Sir, are those expressions to 
use in the presence of a lady ? Or perhaps you think it does not 
m&tter what you say before me. Probably you will take out a cigar^ 
light it, smoke it, as if I were nobody. 

Fix, Indeed, madam, I — . 

Sib. No, no ; attempt not to prevaricate. I discover your char- 
acter but too well. In your eyes nothing is sacred — helplessness 
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makes no appeal to your forbearance. The unprotected female, of 
whom we hear so much, is in your mind a prey. 

Fix. Well, my dear madam, if your description is correct, you 
know a great deal more about me than I know about myself. 

Sib, Ah I you stand revealed to your own eyes, and you are as- 
tounded by the revelation. Do you think I have not discovered that 
that Hansom was a trap ? 

Fix, I certainly have heard the expression applied to vehicles ; 
but in the sense you mean — 

Sib, Miserable equivocation t And that supper at those illuminat- 
ed gardens ; was it not a moral poison intended to destroy my rep- 
utation? 

Fix, I must own, madam, that my reminiscenses with respect to 
that supper are not very clear ; but still, as far as my memory car- 
ries me, it was a very innocent affair, and need not leave any great 
weight on either of our consciences. 

Sih. Sir ! that tone of levity on such a subject shows that you are 
no gentleman ! ( Takes up his hat, and brushes it furiottsly with 
her hand,) No gentleman, sir — I repeat the expression t 

Fix, Madam j I am extremely sorry if, unknown to myself, I have 
been guilty of any offence ; but you will allow me to remark that 
that hat is new, and that when hats are wet as well as new, they re- 
quire cautious handling. {Shej^ontemptuoysiy sets it down,) Nine 
o'clock I and Mrs. Strombelow expects me to bring her home from 
Highbury at ten — Pimlico to Highbury I Madam, your opinion of 
me being such as it is, my society can give you no great pleasure. 
{Takes hat and umbrella.) 

Sib. Pray, sir, whither are you going? 

Fix, Well, as it's getting late, I am going — away I 

Sib. Going to leave me now ? 

Fix. Yes, yes, with infinite regret, df course. But yoU see I have 
an appointment. 

Sib, At this hour? Absurd! Tou will remain here. 

Fix. But — 

Sib. No objection or prevarication. You will remain here, I say. 
I have dined with you, and as I do not wish to remain under an ob- 
ligation, you shall sup with me ; supper ended, we will part, never 
to meet again. 

Fix. (joyfully). Never I 

Sib. Never. (Rings bell.) 

Fix. (aside). Come, that was worth a little waiting for. 

Unter Fatima, r. 

Sib. Supper. (JSxit Fatima, who almost immediately re-enters 
vnth tray, and covers table.) My debt, sir, 'shall be paid to the tit- 
most ; and, sir, you must give me your word of honor that you will 
never try to see me — that you will never write to me. 

Fix. Madam, I promise with the greatest del — with the pro- 
foundest regret. 
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, Fd, Supper is on the table, madam. [^Exit, 

Sib, Pray be seated. 

IHm (looks at vHitch'), Ten past nine. 

Sib. (they sit), ThsX is a p&U defaie grcts. The wines are Lafitte 
and Sauterne. 

Fix, Might I not induce you? 

Sib, I eat ! How little you comprehend my nature. As for Vou, 
under the circumstances, do you not feci some slight apprehenlion 
of being poisoned ? 

Fix, What a strange remark I I — no, certainly not. 

Sib, That shows j^ou have a very confiding heart. Tou may not 
be so bad after all. (.4 double knock.) Good, a knock I I began to 
think that my plan had failed. (Fix, wko is ahovi to help himself ^ 
pauses, knife in hand.) Strange.! who cam have called at such an 
hour as this? (Starts.) Ah, I perceive — 

Fix, Anything wrong, ma*am? 

Sib, What day of the month is this? 

Fix. The first of July, ma'am. 

Sib, Destruction I Ruin t ItV my husband ! 

Fix. Husband i You are married I Hang it, madam, this is a 
condition on which I did not reckon I 

Sib, And you keep sitting there, sir, like a block ! Do you wish 
to destroy me ? 

Fix. Recollect, madam, I did not invite myself I 

Sib. That I should be in such a position — 

Fix. Zounds! madam, that /should be in such a position— you 
don't think of me — 

Re-enter Fatima, a 

Fa. Ma*am, ma*am, ifs master! 

Fix (aside). No illusion, after all — (Aloud.) Madam, (there is 
not a man in the world, friend or foe, whom I would not face wil- 
lingly, bravely, cheerfully — but if you have an odd corner in which 
you could hide me — 

Sib, (opens door, l. 1 b). There, there — (Pushing him in.) 

Fix (looking at watch). Twenty-five minutes after nine — lim- 
lico to Highbury — (Disappears, l.) 

Sib, Quick — bide that plate — (Fatima covers Fix's pUUe with 
napkin,) Admit him. Ha! let me collect myself! 

Fa. Come in, sir ! 
• 

Fnter Tacklbback, o. 

Tae, Ah ! glorious first of July — slap bang ! here I am again ! 
Tou look as lovely as ever. Sib, and you^ll pardon me for being so 
late. Better late than never, yo« know ! There's the money — 
seventy-eight pounds fifteen -— gold, silver — Count it I 

Sib, Not I — I have too much confidence an your integrity. (Puis 
money into bureau.) 
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Tac, That's flattering, at any rate, especially as such confidence 
is by no means universal. Any arrears this quarter? 

Stb. Yes, I have in a small degree exceeded my means. You'll 
find the items added on that paper. 

Ta4!, {looks at it). Ah I — eighty-one pounds four shillings and 
nine 'pence — a trifle more than the regular allowance ; vrell, never 
mind I I'm not the man to quarrel about trifles — there, there's a 
fifty poundst there are two tenners — two fivers — a sovereign — 
and — {after feeling pockets) there's four shillings and nine 
pence I 

Sib. Thank you ; you are very generous t {^side.) O, how I've 
loved this man I 

Tac, Well, our business being satisfactorily settled, I can only 
say I'm delighted to find you looking so jolly, and -* ( Ooing off.) 

Sib. You are going already ? 

Tac. Wellj I don't see that we have anything more to talk 
about. 

Sib. Nay — as we don't meet often, you might have something 
to tell me. 

Tac. Nothing that you would care to hear. Our interests are 
not identical ; we are separated, you know. 

Sib. {sighing). And whose fault is that, Timothy? 

Tac. Here we are again ! Now, my dear creature, let bygones 
be bygones. If we begin to discuss that question, we may go on for- 
ever, and our conversation will be enlivened by scenes of the most 
painful kind. You shine in scenes, you know you do, Sib, and that 
is a talent that I can't for the life of me appreciate. 

Sib. No ; we did not suit each other — that's enough I My tastes 
are too refined to be compatible with yours. 

Tac. Nay, Sib, if you talk about refinement, I think that when 
that angelic temper of yours has been ruffled, you have come out as 
strong as the best — 

Sib. Mr. Tackleback, I*d have you to know — {Crosses to r.) 

Tac. Ah ! there we are, getting upon dangerous ground. I knew 
how it would be I You had better have let me go at once. {For 
tJie first time notices supper.) Why, what's this ? Supper I 

Sib. Of course it is. What should it be ? 

Tac. Not bad either — pAtd de foie gras — gelatine. Yon have 
not forgotten how to live. 

Sib. Would it be too much of a compliment to ask you to take 
your place at the table ? 

Toa:. Well, I don't know; you are a fascinating crelbure, and 
when you bait your hook yrithp&tS de foi$ gras^ you become doubly 
dangerous. 

Sib. Take a seat, I pray. 

Tac. No, no — I prize my liberty, and 1 already feel the matri- 
monial collar tightening round my neck. 

Sib. But, surely, when a lady invites, though that lady has the 
misfortune to be your wife — 
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. Tac. No, no — I have an appointment with my lawyer, who only 
comes to town this evening. {Going.) 

Sib* (aside). Now to arouse his jealousy. {Aloud.) Timothy, I 
have a dreadful secret to reveal. 

Tac, Ah, indeed ; if you would kindly be as expeditious as pos- 
sible — 

Sib. There is a gentleman concealed in that room. 

Tac. The deuce ! 

Sib. He adores. me — he idolizes me — he implores me to fly with 
him. 

Tac. The infamous — (Aside.) No, no — if it had been true she 
would not have told me. Ta-ta, dear, ta-ta ! 

Sib. But after what I have told you ? 

Tac. My dear Sib, I place the utmost implicit reliance on your 
high principles, and your strict sense of propriety. (Aside.) It 
won't do. 

Sib. If you doubt me — 

Ta£. But, my dear soul, I don't doubt you in the least. 

Sib. If you doubt me, enter that room, Timothy. 

Tac. Indeed, 1*11 not do you any such wrong — ta-ta. Sib, ta-ta I 
(Aside.) So much for that, till the first of October. lExit, c. 

Sib. Now, this is too bad — the wretch can't even be made jeal- 
ous! O, I could explo'.lewith rage! But, luckily, I have a victim 
on whom to wreak my vengeance—- that early poisoner of my hus- 
band's mind! Come, sir — (Opens door.) Come from your hid- 
^g-place — come. 

Re-enter Fix, pale and agitated. 

Fix. The horrors accumulate! Tim Tackleton's wife, by all 
that's dreadful ! 

Sib. Fear nothing. That disgrace to humanity is gone. 
.Fix. Ah — then the best thing I can do is to follow his example. 
(Going.) 

Sib. Stop; you must not leave me. I feel a nervous attack com- 
ing on. 

Fix. No, no — don't. Talk about something else. 

Sib. Take out your watch — look at it steadily — (He does so.) 

Fix. I do, and see that it's ten o'clock — Pimlico to Highbury — 

Sib. Look steadily — if you have a second hand, so much the 
better — in two minAtes the crisis will begin. 

Fix (aside). In about that time I can reach the door! (Stealing 

of-) 

Sib. No, no — remain near me, I implore you — it comes — it 
comes — (Screams.) O, O — salts — vinegar! (Becomes insen- 
sible.) 

Fix. Yes, yes — directly] (Runs to crvet stand.) O, the society 
of Mrs. Strombelow is delightful compared to this! Here, here — 
(Puts crutt under her nose, and then sniffs it himself .) No, that's 
the oil — (Takes another cruet, and sniffs.) Bight this time! 
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(^Puts it under Sibtlla's nose,) Madam, if you would be kind 
enough to recover as quickly as possible — it is getting very late I 

Sib. I'm afraid I give you a great deal of trouble ! (^Languidly,) 

FiM. No, no — on the contrary, I rather like it 1 

Sib, It is all over now — I am myself again ! 

Fix. I'm delighted to hear it. Now, I think, I may — {Going.) 

Sib. No, no; be- seated — here. {Indicates ekair.) You are the 
chosen instrument of my vengeance ! 

Fix. Proud of the honor, ma*am, but — 

Sib. The man who has just quitted this room is» a miscreant — a 
soulless wretch — a heart of marble with a head of wood. Pack up 
your trunk, Mr. Fix. 

Fix. For what purpose ? 

Sib. With you I intend to leave this flaunting town — this land 
of cold hearts and deep designs. We*ll fly to the sunny south — to 
Seville — to Alexandria — to the Pyramids — to Ethiopia — 

Fix, And to the Cape of Good Hope. 

Sib. Take the pledge of my devotion. {Takes some flowers from 
a vase, holds them to Fix's nose, then flings them in his face.) 

Fix. Hang it ! this attack is worse than the other I 

SibT Ain't I a droll mad creature I You will worship me, idolize 
me, when you know me better. Yours is a fresh, young heart ; you 
have no wife — 

Fix {cLside), I've half a mind to undeceive her on that point — 
no, it might be dangerous ! 

Sib. And you are rich — rich as a prince of the sunny Orient — . 
you will lavish all your wealth on me — you will overload me with 
diamonds I 

Fix. Diamonds! — yes, I dare say. O, Mrs. Strombelow, would 
I were listening to one of your lectures I 

Sib. {changing her manner, and thrusting him from her.) Hence 
— away ! — I find my thoughts are wandering! 

Fix {ctside). They seemed to me as if they were taking a very 
practical direction. 

Sib. Hence ! too beautiful youth ! {Pushes him so violently tKat 
he falls on sofa.) Why have you diverted my mind from its solemn 
purpose? — This — {feeling in her pocket) this is — ah! — here 
it is ! — this is my confession ! 

Fix. Indeed. And pray, madam, what do you confess ? 

Sib. The causes of my death. 

Fix. You don't mean to say that you are going to kill yourself. 

Sib. In this paper, sir, is clearly stated the conduct of the wretch 
who has just quitted me ! In this paper, sir, is described the dinner 
at Cremorne I 

Fix. Yes, yes ; but you don't mention me by name. 

Sib. Of course I do» Would a justly indignant public be satis- 
fied with a mere half statement of facts ?, 

Fix. I'm sure I don't know, ma'am ; and I don't care — but just 
consider — 

Sib, A copy of this will be sent to every newspaper in London. 
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Fix, O, Mrs. Strombelowl Madam, I implore — insist — give 
me that paper. 

Sib, No, no. Attempt not to hold me I attempt not to detain me I 
I am free ! free I free I {A pursuit^ in the course of which chairs 
are upset, vases broken^ ^c, tiU cU last Sibtlla daais off, l. u. b. 

Fiat, Madam ! madam I — Talk of scenes I 

Enter Fatima, b. 

Fc^ Good gracious I What is the matter? 

Fist {points l.'u. b.). There — that room — your missus ! 

Fa, Ma*am, ma*am. {Rushes off, but instantly returns, with a 
shriek,) 

Fix, Heavens I what is it now? Things can't be much worse. 

Fa, My poor, dear missus 1 ^ 

Fix, Well! well! well I 

Fa, She has thrown herself out of window. {Bushes off, o. — At 
same moment Daffodil appears at o.) 

Fist, Out of window ! 

Daf. Screw very loose indeed. {Tableau.) 

SKD OF THB SEOOND ACT* 



ACT III. 

SCENE. A Room elegantly furnished, — Windows leading to con^ 
servatory or garden, c, — Doors, b. 2 b., and L. 2 b. — A piano, 
B., at which Mbs.. Fix is seated, playing. 

Enter Phcbbe, l. 2 b., with a little parcel. 

Phabe, Please, mum. 

Mrs, F, What is it, Phoebe? 

Phabe, A parcel f^om London for you, mum. 

Mrs, F, Ah ! the little present with which I intend to surprise my 
dear Carnaby. 

Phcebe, That sweet little smoking cftp you embroidered for mas- 
ter's birthday ? 

Mrs. F, Yes. I sent it to London to be fitted up according to 
the newest fashion. Dear Carnaby I — how good he has been of 
late I Take it into my room. He shall have it presently. (Phcebe, 
going slowly, l., examines it.) How quiet and happy we all are, to 
be sure. 

Mrs. S, {without, c). Libertine! miscreant! don't attempt to 
excuse yourself. 
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Daf, {without y o.)* But Mrs. Strombelow, Mrs. Strombelow! 
Phahe, How quiet and happy we all are, to be sure. 

\_Exiti giggling^ l. 2 b. 

Enter Mrs. Strombklow, l. o., pushing forward Daffodiio 

Mrs. S, Pack up your trunks, wretch, with all possible speed ! 

I)af. L.)« But, ma'am, you needn't hurry one so. I have only a 
yery little one. 

Mrs, S. (o.)* A married man! O, what will the world come to! 

Mrs, h\ (b.)« What has he done, mamma? 

Mrs, S. I dare- not tell you, my poor child. There are some atro- 
oitles which respectable lips shrink from describing. I will only ask 
yuu to imagine. No. Georgyana, no ; you have a pure mind, and 
■uch things are beyond the reach of your imagination I I will only 
ri'for to the great cane of Slyboots versus Slyboots. 

Mr*. A\ But you.nevek* let me read those great cases, mammal 

Mn. S, True, my poor child, true. Perhaps, in my anxiety to 

{)r(*N('rve your mind unsullied by the knowledge of wickedness, I 
lavo ki'pt you in ignorance of those rights which cruel man still ac- 
cordH to our oppressed sex. O, Datfbdil, under your wife's own 
roof I 

Mrs, F, Ma, all this makes me excessively curious ! 

J)({f, iik'SM you, ma'am, it was nothing at alU Betsy, the house- 
maid at BloBSombliss Lodge just stepped into the kitchen by way of 
the garden, to ank if I had any duckweed for her canary ! 

Mrt. tS. Could not that apparently innocent question have been 
annwored with plain "Yes "or plain **No?" Was there any ne- 
CCHiiity to put your arm round the young person's waist? 

Jj(if, Nay, ma'am, I'll tell you how that was. As she stepped in, 
her foot caught in the door mat, and she would have tumbled down 
liud I not — 

Mis, S, Vile hypocrite I I don't believe a single word of your 
luiHi'rablo fiction. 

JJaf. Indeed, indeed it is the truth. Ask Betsy herself. 

Enter Fix, c, in a sea^side dress, 

Fitt, Mrs. Strombelow — Daffodil — what is the matter? 

Mrs, S* Mr. Fix, you are a married man. 

Fix. Yes, yes, to n»y infinite felicity. 

Mrs. S, Let Dufi))dil be an example to you. 

Fix. Well, 1 will if you like. I always thought him a very good 
sort of fellow. 

Mrs. S. You strangely misapprehend me. An example to avoid, 
Mr. Fix — an example to avoid. 

F.x. Ha, ha I very well. Perhaps it may be best to regard him 
in that light. But what has the poor fellow been doing ? 

Mrs. S. Listen ! ( Whispers,) 
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Fix, A little louder, please. CMbs. Strombelow tehiapers.) O, 
indeed I such an ugly girl. 

Mrs. S, Mr. Fix, that is not the light in which I expected you to 
regard the atrocity, besides — (Whispers.) 

Fix. Eh? Under this very roof — the roof that shelters the part- 
ner of his days! Nay, this is indeed too bad. (Crossing to Daf- 
fodil.) Goodness knows, I am no severe judge of human frailty, 
but still there are limits, and this is monstrous. One's own roof — 
the domestic hearth ! Now, in a moment of weakness, one might 
possibly dine at Cremorne, or sup at Pimlico. 

Mrs, F, My dear! What does he mean, mamma? 

Mrs, 8. I am sure I don't know. He talked about dining at Cre- 
morne, and supping at Pimlico. 

Fix (aside). Hang it! this novel sense of security is quite intoxi- 
cating. (Aloud.) You see, my dear Mrs. Strouibelow, I was illus- 
trating the force of your remark, that a flirtation at home is much 
worse than a flirtation abroad. 

Mrs. S. (suspiciously). Certainly my remark favored that opin- 
ion, hut I don't see that it needed illustration. 

Fix, No, no — ha, ha, lia ! Perhaps not. Your remarks are al- 
ways so forcible, and so much to the point, that they rarely do. 

Daf, (aside to Fix). Sir, sir ! do put in a word. 

Fix, •Well, I say, this poor devil seems very penitent. 

Mrs, 8. Mr. Fix,* not a word in defence of that man — in some 
cases leniency is a crime. Pack up your trunks, as I said before ; 
this evening you will receive your wages and go. 

Daf.(astde), Turned out! turned out! Vm a trampled worm I 
and if some people don't take care, Til act as such. IFxit^ l. 2 s. 

Fix, Well now we'll drop Daffodil, and all other disagreeable sub- 
jects. It's my birthday, and we'll resolutely make up our minds to 
enjoy ourselves. 

Mrs. S» We will ; we will bask in the delights of a happy and 
peaceful home. Tlie weather is charming; nature invites us to 
taste her innocent joys. 

Mrs, F, Mamma, suppose we go to the summer-house. Dear me, 
where's my parasol. It must be somewhere in the room. 

Fix, Don't trouble yourself; I'll find it. 

Mrs. F. Very well. Come along, mamma. Make haste after us, 
dear Carnaby. {^Exeunt, r. c. 

Fix, In two minutes, darling — two minutes. Egad, I don't think 
I ever felt so happy \p the whole course of my \i§e, (Sits on otto- 
man, c.) It is only after a good rattling illness that one knows the 
value of health ; and it is only when one has flung off a heavy chain 
that one feels the full worth of liberty. Now that cursed affair is at 
an end, I'm not even afraid of Mrs. Strombelow, but begin to think 
her rather a sensible woman. As for my wife, I love her better than 
ever. I approach her with that pleasing sense of contrition -that one 
feels when one resolves to rectify a fault that has not been found ' 
out. (Rises.) By the by, where is h^r parasol? (Looks about.) 
Ah, that other poor creature 1 I'm afraid I'm very selfish. In my 
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joy at being freed from the burden, I don't reflect sufficiently on the 
horrible means by which I was liberated. Very odd there was noth- 
ing about it in (he papers — no inquest, no — (Finds parasol on 
chair.) Ah, here is the parasol. Very odd! To see her once 
more alive, I*d give — no — I don't exactly want that. To hear that 
she was alive, and be certain that I should never see her again, for 
that I would give — I don't exactly know what. Perhaps it i's best 
as it is. Let us submit to the decree of fate. (Crosses to b.) 

Enter Sibylla, b. c., elegantly dressed^ with a parasol. 

Sib. Good morning, sir. 

Fix, What's that? Eh? Unreal phantom ! Horrible mockery! 
You are a ghost, of course? 

Sib. Nothing of the sort. You think I killed myself — you are 
mistaken. 

FiM. But — you — you — jumped — 

Sib* (aside). Not such a fool. (Aloud,) I did jump, but a hay 
cart that passed close to the house accidentally received me. 

Fix, So — that's well — what an extremely fortunate accident. 
(Aside,) Why the devil do fellows take hay carts through Pim- 
lico I 

Sib, Well, it was not to be ; my death was not inscribed* on the 
pages of destiny. I therefore return to our original plan. Prepare 
fur our immediate departure. 

Fix, 1 beg your pardon. 

Sib, Our departure to the South. Have you forgotten already. 
(Sits, c.) 

Fix. No, no — on the contrary — I never shall forget it as long 
as I live! but you see there's an obstacle. I can't go — and — and 
you can't remain here. 

Sib. Singular discourtesy ! Why not, pray? 

Fix (aside). Hang her coolness! Because — because — if you 
must have it — because I am a married man. 

Sib. (aside). As if I didn't know it. (Rises.) O, indeed! Why 
did not you tell me that before? 

Fix. O, I don't know : it's one of the sort of things that escapes 
one sometimes. 

Sib, But your ardent declaration of love ! 

Fix. Pooh ! pooh ! don't exaggerate the importance of mere for- 
mal compliments. fPesides, we are perfect strangers to each other. 
We met accidentally at Kuhn's, where you found yourself rather — 
rather shoit. I lent you eighteenpence, you have repaid me, and 
there the transaction closed. All "We have to do is to shake hands, 
and say good by ! (Aside.) Come, I think I have done that ex- 
ceedingly well. 

Sib, ^liakc hands ! shake hands ! Have you forgotten how you 
*■ covered my hand with kisses at Cremorne ? 

Fix, Did I kiss your hand ? Well, perhaps I did ; but what of 
that? Gentlemen of the old school always kissed ladies' hands — 
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they meant nothing by it, but they tliooght it the right sort of thing 
to do. I — when I see a friend over the way — I sometimes kiss my 
own hand. Bless yon ! kissing hands is nothing. 

Sib, Man, do you attempt to trifle — 

Fix. Madam) are you trying to convince me that because in an 
unlucky moment I accidentally kissed your hand, you have a right 
to persecute me for the rest of my days? 

Sih^ What are your days to a woman's honor? 

Fix* I*m sure I don't know ; but if you don't retire with all pos- 
sible speed, you'll soon have an opportunity of discussing that point 
with my mother-in-law, and then you'll meet your match at any rate. 
Ah, she's coming! Begone! — no, it's too late. Conceal yourself 
here. (^Door, r.) 

Sib, Do not imagine, sir, that I'm to be put off in this kind of 
way. 

Fix. Madam, I am not imagining anything — I am contemplating 
a terrible reality — which you may see now. 

Sib, Ah! (^Daris of, b.) 

Re-enter Mrs. Fix, l. o. 

Fix (^dosing door on Sibylla). Just in time. 

Mrs. F. (l.). Why, Carnaby, what are you doing? You said 
you were going to join us directly. 

Fix {K.). Yes, yes — but you see— I'm looking for — for your 
parasol — you wanted your parasol ! 

Mrs, F. You silly goose, it's in your hand I 

Fix. Eh ! — O ! — ah ! — yes, yes — of course it is. How very 
droll — ha, ha, ha! (^Aside.) My head is going. 

Mrs. F. Now give it me like a good boy {takes it), and I, in ex- 
change, will give you something very pretty. {Gives smoking cap.) 

Fix. It really is uncommonly pretty — wonderfully pretty. 

Mrs. F. And it was embroidered by my own hands as a birthday 
present for you. 

Fix. How very kind. 

Mrs. F. I worked in secret that I might give you a surprise ; and 
do you know I did not half like being so. sly. It's the first secret I 
ever had from you since our marriage. 

Fix. Pretty innocent! 

Mrs. F. 1 wonder whether you ever keep any secrets ftrom me, 
Carnaby ? 

Fix. 1 1 — Ridiculous ! ^ 

Mrs. F. Because, though I am very quiet, I am horribly jealous 
at the bottom of my heart ; and if I thought you deceived me — O ! 

Fix. But you know well enough that I could do nothing of the 
kind. (^Glancing uneasily at door, r.) Egad, I think it moved a 
little ! 

Mrs. F. Well, I don't think you would; but the men are often so 
wicked. Look at Daffodil ! 

Fix. Daffodil ! O, he's a sad profligate ! Pray don't look at him 
as a type of husbands in general I 
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Mrs, F. No ; I can't fancy my own Carnaby is like DaffodiL 
Now suppose we join mamma. 

Fix, Five minutes. 

Mrs, F, Why not now? 

Fix, I have a slight headache, and I was just going to make my- 
self one of those effervescing draughts. 

Mrs» F. My poor dear I Let me make it for you. 

Fix. No, no ; join your mamma, darling, join your mamma. 

Mrs, F, Very well — only you won't be long this time. (^Goes 
qffi L. c, but returns fust as Fix is approaching door^ b.) You are 
sure you are pleased with the cap ? 

FHm {suddenly stopping), £h? O, charmed! 

Mrs, F, Vm so glad. \^Exit, l. c. 

Fix. {throws down cap), O, there are moments when one can't 
be pleased at anything! {Opens door, b.) Now, madam, you per- 
ceive how I am placed ; you perceive that my domestic happiness 
is entirely in your hands. If you abuse your power I can't help it. 

Enter Sibylla, b. 

Sib, My only desire is to leave this house as soon as possible. 
Fix, Well, now, that is very handsome on your part — exceed* 
ingly kind. {Aside,) Right again, by Jove ! 

X 

Unter Daffodil, l. 

Daf, Heyday! 

FiM. Daffodil! 

Sib, 01 IRuns off, b. 

Daf, {dowHy L. c). Ha, ha, ha! under one*s own roof! One 
might take whitebait at Cremorne, or a Welsh rarebit at Fimlico; 
but under one's own roof! 

Fix. Daffodil, you are impertinent ! 

Daf, Well, sir, perhaps I am ; there are some soils qn which im- 
pertinence flourishes readily. You had better learn to put up with 
me, as I don't intend to quit your service. 

Fix {aside). The scoundrel ! 

Daf, 1 rely on you to speak to Mrs. Strombelow. 

Fix {aside), O, this is beyond bearing! Indeed, I shall do noth- 
ing of the kind. 

Daf, Very well, sir, please yourself. If you won't speak to Mrs. 
Strombelow, /will.|^ 

Fix {aside). To oe under the thumb of a villain like that! Well, 
1*11 try to do my best. 

Mrs. S. and Mrs, F, {behind, l. c). Mr. Fix — Carnaby, Car- 
naby — Mr. Fix. 

Fix, They are calling me ! Daffodil, my good friend Daffodil, 
get rid of that woman ; you shall stop here all your life — after your 
death, if you please, and be buried in the garden. 

Mrs, S, and Mrs. F. {without, o.). Are you coming? 
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- Fix. And if yon don't get rid of her you may fancy yourself a 
corpse already. (^Exity c. 

Daf, He*s getting dangerous; he*U bite presently. (^Opens door, 
R.) Come, my pi^tty lady, look sharp; you mustn't stop here. 
Mothers-in-law are set in these premises. 

Unier Sibylla, r. 

Sib, Fellow, I don't intend to remain here another instant. Fm 
tired of this humiliating hide and seek! {Ooing, o.) 

Tac, (without, B.. c). Halloa! house! house! Camaby, old boy, 

— are you all dead ? 

Sib. Gracious ! that voice — my husband ! [Rushes ojf, r. 

Daf, Heyday ! back again I 

Enter Tagklbback, r. c, with a flower-pot under his arm, 

Tac. Are you all dead? If you are, I'm come to galvanize you. 
Ah, here's somebody — the gardener. Where's your master, my 
good fellow ? 

Daf. Master! (Confused.) O, you mean Mr. Fix ! 

Tac. Of course 1 do. Whom else should I mean? (Aside.) Per- 
liaps he tliinks I mean Mother Strombelow. (Aloud.) Isn't he at 
home? 

Daf. O, yes — he — is — is at home ! 

Tac. Well, then, fetch him here at once ! There's no ceremony 
with me I I'm his most intimate friend — his chum — his crony — 
his Horaitio ! Make haste I 

Daf, Beg pardon, sir. (Lowers voice.) But I must do some- 
thing else first. 

Tac. Something else ! 

Daf. As you are such an intimate friend, I suppose I may t^U 
you. I must get rid of a lady — 

JVm?. What lady? Mrs. Strombelow? 

Daf. No, no, quite different — a pretty lady — (lowering voice 
wtm more) a particular friend of master's, hid in that room. 

Tac. The eighteenpenny 'beauty, or I'm a Dutchman ! So she 
has found her way here, has she? 

Daf. Yes ; and I've got to show her out again ! 

Tac. And steer her safe through the Strombelow rocks, eh? — ha, 
ha! (Puts flower'pot on little table, up, l.) 

Re-enter Fix, hastily, l. g. — He hurries up to Daffodil, who is r. 

Fix (to Daffodil). Well, she is gone, of course? 

Daf. Indulge in the delusion if it gives you any pleasure, sir — 
but in plain English, No ! [Exit, c. 

Fix. O! 

Tac. Well, dear old boy ! 

Fix (aside). He here too! Ah, Tackleback, how d'ye do? What 
brings you down all the way to Byde ? 

8 
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Tae, Why, of course, I am hereon purpose to see you. Do yon 
think I have forgotten that it is your birthday ? Here*s a compli- 
ment for the occasion. {Showing flower^pot.) Many happy re- 
turns of the day, old boy I 

Fix {aside). Thank ye, and may they all be as unlike this as pos- 
sible. I know youVe a capital fellow, Tackleback — but, you see, 
just at this moment — 

Tac, I understand; I'm posted up for the occasion. She is 
here I 

Fix, What she? 

Tac, Eighteenpence I 

FiM, Who told you? 

Tac. Daffodil I 

Fix, {aside). The disgusting idiot I 

Tac, Don't be cast down, man ! Ain*t I here to give you a help- 
ing hand? 

Fix. {aside). His own wife I Ob-h-h — yowr helping hand 1 

Tac. Yes ; if you and I together can*t get rid of her, the devil is 
in it, surely I 

Fix, Well, now do you know it strikes me I could get on better 
without you I 

Tac, That's cursedly ungratefiil ! You are not going to send me 
away? 

Fix. Eh ? Why, if you were to — no — 1*11 tell you what you 
may do — just slip into the garden. 

Tac. What for? 

Fix. Reconnoitre! Look out for Mrs. Strombelow ; and if you 
see her coming, stop her. 

Tac, Stop her! How? 

Fix. How you can. 

Tac. liely on me I {Goings c, turns,) I say, there's a fountain 
in the garden ; in case of urgent necessity, may I push her into 
that? 

Fix. Do what you like — only go? [Exit Tackleback, l. o. 

Agiiin at liberty 1 now let me see. {Opens door, r.) If you please, 
madam — 

Sib. {re-appearing, B.). You are alone — quite alone? 

Fix. Yes, yes ; seize the opportunity, and vanish with all speed I 
(Sibylla, as she comes out, lets her shawl fail,) 

Sib. That Timothy should be here ! It's too much for these weak 
nerves of mine — my feeble limbs refuse to support me ! 

Fix, Pray, madam, persuade your feeble limbs to do their best; 
for goodness sake, go ! 

Sib. {sits, c. ). Yes — yes — I'll go — go — certainly ! O, dear, 
I'm so ill. {Puts her bonnet on ottoman,) 

Fix, Good heavens ! is another crisis coming on ? Madam, 
madam, for mercy's sake; you are not safe from one moment to 
another. 
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Ee-enier Tacklbback, o. 

Toe. Now then, look sharp — Strombelow I 

IHm. She! 

8tb, He ! IDarU off^ b., leaving honnei. 

Toe, (who has backed on, looks round in the direction of Fix). 
8he*8 on my heels. Halloah! this will never do I {Picks vp doak, 
CMud thrusts it up the back of his coat.) Nor that either. {Points 
to bonnet, which Fix places against his bosom, and then buttons his 
coat over it.) So; that's better I 

Enter Mrs. Stbombklow, l. o. 

Mrs, S. (c). Mr. Fix, are you coming, Mr. Fix? Do you mean 
to keep your wife waiting all day ? 

Fix (l.). No — no, Mrs. Strombelow, quite the contrary ; I was 
only chatting with — 

Mrs. S. O, I see, with Mr. Stacklebacket. You are here, sir, are 
you? 

Tae. (r.). As you see, madam, as large as life I I just came 
down to give you a taste of my greased lightning. 

Fix. Yes, it was very kind of him. He recollected that it was 
my birthday. {Aside.) I wish I had never had one. 

Tac. And that, of course, was a day in the calendar most sol- 
emnly to be observed. 

Fix. Old Timothy, dear old fellow (crosses, c), wanted to drink 
my health, and wish me many happy returns of the day — {aside) 
which is more than I wish myself. {Aloud.) He, he! and he 
wished to drink Georgyana's health too — and yours into the bar- 
gain ; didn't you, old boy? {Slapping him on the back.) 

Tac. Yes, yes, of course ; everybody's good health. 

Mrs. S. {aside). The wretch has had the audacity to invite him- 
self. But, O! gracious! {Noticing bonnet ribbons, which hang 
down beneath Fix's coat.) 

Fix. Eh? Anything amiss? 

Tac. {cLside). £h? O, ribbons, by jingo! 

Mrs. S. Mr. Fix, yo^ are decorated with an ornament that 
strangely resembles a pair of bonnet strings. 

Fix {looking down). O, the deuce! 

Mrs. S. Might one ask the meaning of the singular phenomenon ? 

Fix. Meaning — meaning ! why what should be the meaning of a 
bonnet ribbon ? 

Mrs. S. Mr. Fix, I like everything up right and down straight. 

Fix. Ah, yes, I know you do. Ha, ha, ha ! No circumbendibus 
about you, Mrs. Strombelow. Well, if you must have the truth — 

Mrs. S. I shall have nothing else, be assurred, Mr. Fix. 

Fix. Those ribbons do belong to a bonnet — that is, a French bon- 
net, wliich — which — 

Mrs. 8. WeU, Mr. Fix — 
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Fix. Which I intended ai a surprise for mj beloved Georgyana. 

Tac» {aside,) For a young beginner that is not so bad. 

Fix. Once, you know, we had a little tiff about a bonnet; so a 
bonnet I thought would he the most graceful present — besides, she 
surprised nie with a cap this morning. Aha! don*t you see? slie 
surprises me with a cap? I surprise her with a bonnet — tit for tat. 

Mrs. S. (looking a/ Tackles agk). Bless me I (^Grosses to c.) 

Tac. What is the matter now? 

Mrs. S. {waVciug ronnd Taoklbback). I am aware, sir, that re- 
marks on personal defects are contrary to the laws of good breeding, 
still I must observe that you seem suddenly to have a hunch on your 
back. 

Tac. I? 

Fix. What ! Tim? Why, Tim is as straight as a — 

Mrs. S. What, then, is this protuberance? 

Tac. (feeling his own back), O, I know what you mean now. 
You see I've been rowing a great deal lately, and too much rowing 
causes a kmd of stoop in the shoulders. 

Mrs, S. Stoop in the shoulders? Why, that's a positive hump. 

Tac. Well, you may even use that somewhat harsh expression 
and not be altogether incorrect ; mayn't she, Carnaby ? 

Fix. O, certainly, certainly. 

Mrs. S. '•'Very well, gentlemen. I shall join my daughter in the 
summer-house. (Aside.) There is more in this than I can exactly 
make out. I wonder whether the young gentlemen at the two uni- 
versities have all of them humps on their backs? {_Bxit, l. c 

Tac. Gone! (Follows her up, c). Fairly gone! (Comes for- 
ward.) Now, then — now is the time to seize opportunity by the 
forelock. (Going, b.) 

Fix (r.). Can't be done. (Throws Tackleback over to l.) 

Tac. (l.). Why not? 

Fix. Look here I ( Unbuttons coat, and discovers bonnet crushed.) 

Tac. The devil! 

Fix. Yes, it's a pretty pancake for Shrove Tuesday, isn't it? Our 
female friend can't go without a bonnet. 

Tac. ' No, no — exactly. 

Ph<ebe appears, l., vfith a very common^ mnbecoming bonnet on her 

head. 

Phasbe. Ma*am — Mrs. Fix — ma'am — 

Tac. Ah, I have it! 

Fix. What do you want, Phoebe? What do you want? 

Phoebe. I was only looking for missus, sir. 

Fix. Bottom of the garden — summer-house. She wants you — 
make haste. 

Tac. No, no — stop a moment, Anne Mary. Have you such a 
thing as a bonnet? 

Phasbe. Yes, sir; don't you see it on my head? 
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Toe. Ah, that will never do. Your best bonnet— -your Stindaj 
bonnet — a smart sort of affair ? 

FiM. (b., aside). Ah I I understand 1 

Fhabe (c.)* No, sir, I have nothing smarter than this. Mrs. 
Strombelow don't allow fine bonnets. She calls them fallals ! 

Tite. (l.). But you must have something to wear when you have 
your Sunday out, and are walking with your young man ? 

Phcebe. Mrs. Strombelow don't allow no followers, sir. 

Tcte. Now here's a servant girl without a Sunday bonnet, and 
without a young man. We live in an atmosphere of impossibilities. 

Fin, An atmosphere of fibs. It won't do, Phoebe. I have seen 
you sneak out in a smart bonnet, with my own eyes. 

Toe. Of course you have ; and, look here, young woman, a bon- 
net — a smart bonnet ; we must have your bonnet or your life I 
. Fiit* Your life, or your bonnet I 

Phahe (crying). 0, dear, O, dear! — between you and Mrs. 
Strombelow, what shall I do? 

Toe. (^producing coin). Don't cry, don't cry, that's a darling — 
look here, what do you call this ? 

Phahe (drying eyes). Why, bless me, sir, it looks very like a real 
whole sovereign I 

Tac. Well, then, your roaster, Mr. Fix, will give you two whole 
Bovereigns to buy twp new smart bonnets, if you will give him the 
smart bonnet which we know you have already. 

Phcsbe. You are very kind, gentlemen, both of you, and now I 
recollect, I think I have a very little one. 

Fix. Fetch it at once. 

TcLC. Only see the effect of negotiation. 

Phahe. You'll be sure not to teU Mrs. Strombelow I 

Fix. Certain — certain I 

PhcBhe (going, l., stops). And pray, sir, what do you want the 
bonnet for? 

Fix. Phoebe, what's that to you I 

Phcehe. Of course it's for a lady? 

Fix. Now, Phoebe, mind your own business. 

Phcsbe. Well, I don't mind doing any one a good turn; one does 
not know what one may come to one's self. 

Tac. Fetch it directly, Phoebe. 

PTuebe. I will; and, gentlemen (draws both together), to tell the 
truth T- you'll keep it ^m Mrs. Strombelow — I have three smart 
bonnets — ha, ha ! [Buns off^ l. 2 b. 

Tac, Run, Phoebe, run — all right — female vanity forever. 
(drosses, B.) • 

Fix (dancing ahovi^ l.). Tol-de-rol — good luck to Eve and all 
her daughters. 

Tac. {puts bonnet and shawl under ottoman^ C'^Doutn, b.). 
Except Mother Strombelow I ^ 
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BtUer SlBTLLA) At the same moment Mrs. Stroxbblow op- 

pears f o.ffromi^, 

Mrs, S. Ahl 

Sib, O I [Buns of, r. 

Tac, and Fix. Ugh I 

Enter Mrs. Fix, l. o. 

Mrs, S, {down, o.). There is a woman concealed on these prem- 
ises. 

FiM, Done ! 

Tac, Chawed up most catawampously I 

Mrs. F, {coming forward, r. c.). Surely my ears have deceived 
me I You did not say a woman was concealed here ? 

Fix {crosses to Mrs. Fix). There's nothing of the kind, I assure 
you. 

Mrs. S, I have seen her with my own eyes — and there she is. 
{Points to door, jt.) 

Tac. {crosses to Mrs. Strombblow). All mistake — misappre- 
hension, and optical illusion. 

Mrs, F, {crying), O, Carnaby, Camaby, you have deceived me 
after all — and on your birthday too. 

FiM, (^eorgiana, my love, I solemnly protest — 

Re-enter Phcbbe, with bonnet, L. 

PhoBbe, Here is the bonnet. I hope the lady will like it. {PuU 
bonnet on l. table, and exit, l. 2 b.) 

/¥x (l.). that's the finisher! 

Tac. (r.). That's the grand sensational close. 

Mrs, S, Mr. Fix, I suppose y6u heard what that young wOmaa 
said. 

Mrs, F. O, mamma, he can't deny it now. 

Mrs, 8, Under the domestic roof 1 You have tiot forgotten the 
great case of Slyboots v. Slyboots. 

Mrs, F, O, dear, O, dear I 111 have a divorce. 

Fix, My darling Georgiana I 

Mrs, 8, And evory particular shall be exposed. The great case 
of Fix against Fix will fill whole columns. 

Fix. Respected Mrs. Strombelow — 

Tac. I must save him by a .brilliant .^up. (Comes between Fix 
and Mrs. Strombblow.) Ladies, 1 belieVe it is your opinion that a 
person of the female sex, not being one of the family, is upon these 
premises. . 

Mrs, 8, {sternly). It is. * 

Mrs, F. {crying). It is. 

Tac, Ladies, you are right — also right in supposing that she is 
in that room. {F^nts, r.) 
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Fix (on his b., pnUs him). What the deril are 70a doing? 

Tac» {aside). Helping you. But though she is in that room, ihe 
has not come here on account of our Mend Camahy. 

Mrs. /'.Eh! • 

Mrs, S. Fiction, fiction I 

Too, The fact is — 

Mrs. F. and Mrs. S. Well? 

Tac. You are aware that I have a wife — this is the party. 

Mrs. S. The wx>raan in there your wife I 

Mrs, F. Yours I (Tagklbback goss to door.) 

Fix (aside). Extraordinary 1 

Tac. Allow me the pleasure of introducing her. (^Opens door,^ 
Come from your hiding-place, dearest. 

Enter Sibtixa, b. 

Sib. Well, here I am. 

Ta^. (sitrprised). My wife I 

Mrs. S. Weli, you said it was your wife I What are you sur- 
prised at? "^ 

Toe. I surprised ! Not at all. I said it was my wife, and .my 
wife it is* Nothing could be more natural. (Fix and Mbs. Fix 
fna^ signs of reconciliation,) 

Sib, I am afraid my appearance here may be deemed somewhat 
an intrusion. I must therefore explain that, having reason to sus- 
pect the state of my husband's affections, I followed him hither. 

Mrs. S. Say no more, madam, say no more ; your motive is not 
only excusable, but laudable. Give me your hand, madam ; I re- 
spect you as one who watches over the rights of our oppressed sex. 
Mr. Skittleracket, it is your duty to be reconciled to this admirable 
woman. (Taoklbbaok crosses over to l. — Mbs. Fix and Fix come 
down,) 

Fix. O, yes, your duty decidedly. You must both be happy to- 
gether, as Georgyana and I are going to be. 

Mrs. F. Are already, dear Carnaby. 

Sib. Stray sheep return to the fold. 

Toe. Yes, that's all very welL (Draws Fix aside, L., and whiS" 
pers.) I sa^, old fellow, how about that dinner? 

Fix. (whispers.) A mojBt innocent affair. I can compare it to a 
missionary tea. * * 

Tac. Honor bright? 

Fix, Dazzling I I swear by the head of Mrs. Strombelow. 

Tac. I believe you. Sibylla (crossing to her), come to my anns. 
I have done you grievous wrong, and I solemnly promise to for- 
get it. 

Sib. I have taken a roundabout course to win you, Timothy, and 
now I am determined to hold you fast. 

Mrs, S. Yes, now you have returned to the right path, be sure 
you remain in if; though to keep your footsteps from going astray* 
you have not the inestimable blessing of a mother-in-law. 
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Toe, m do 1^7 best, madam. 

. Mrs, S. You can always take pattern by Mr. Fix, who, in spite 
of appearances, turns out to have been, thanks to mj tuition, a model 
husband. 

FiM. Think of that, Timothy. 

Mrs, S. And let everybody bear in mind that the erring husband 
is sure, sooner or later, to find himself in A Cleft Stiok. 

SiBTLLA. Tagklb. Mbs. S, Fix. Hb8« 7« 

CUBTAIN. 
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